STEgHEN BOwLsey te 
AGE 1” CADE 4 


an. is #f 


My cousin Kevin and I find ourselves captive in — 
er-of-war camp. But not the run-of-the-mill, everyday type; 
this one has accomodations similar to a privete school (even 
better). Long dining tables with table clothes and every- 
thing. And NO GUARDS; just an old lady who runs the place. 
We go outside the building, and observe a man in a white 
cloak who is drawing the boundry line around the camp in 
black chalk. No prisoners could cross this line. Phere 
are no fences or anything to stop us; just fields and trees. 
But no-one has ever escaped, and I feel as if I can't either. 
Then an army of marching hippies, wearing kilts, play- 
ing bagpipes and carrying rifles; come to stay for a while. 
Just behind them, Peter Wolochow, Laura Dunner and other 
Hamber Kids are brought in. I greet them, and they tell 
me they were caught in a movie theatre. 
We all have to stay here for a year. 
There is a teacher here with us, and we sit around talk- 
ing about the school we will miss because we are here... 
Then I awake. 


MIR. 1 #2 . 


I am going to 2 Sunday-sehodl party with my whole fam- 


ly. (which I haven't actually done for many years) But 


this time I know that they have a room with something 
special for the alder males. Mom tells me," You go in 
there, Stephen," Indicating a door," they've sot some Fe 4 
prostitutes there for the older people." 
Oh, yeah?! 
So I go in. Inside are a lot of men and boys from our 
church standing around talking to the prostitutes, and draw- 
ing straws to see who sets who. Then I realize that first 
I had to do an errand, so I leave and... 
-transition... 
I am watching myself, who is a miniture Robin 
Hood. I see myself inside 4 cupboard full of G.1. Joes, 
chasing a certain one--they are alik.semi-aliver- and I 
am being hindered by all the athers.” ey all fall 
like dominos on me... q 7 
-transition... 
Now I'm playing football on-a’- 


-a large muddy field 
surrounded by forest. We are all wearing gym-strip, but 
I feel as af I am still a RobinHood type, and the guys on 


Fb ae ee es > ed 


my team are my "Merry Men". 

Someone steals the football... 

We persue him into the woods... 

Now we confront him, standing on 4 log. He is a man, 
but there are four of us. He gives us all guns, intend- 
ine to have a draw with us, like in the westerns. 

We remove our shirts. Then I act surprised that one 
of the guys has a very dark tan. I rematk about it, and 
we all crowd around him, discussing it; backs turned to 
the guy who we are supposed to be having a draw with. 

The thbef becomes rather-confused at this, which is 
our intentions 

Suddenly I swivel around, brine my sun into position, 
and shoot him in the stomachs Then again in the head. 

When I did that I felt really cool, like I was an ex- 
pert shot. It seems that my gun shoots knives, for he 
has one in his head. 

Now as he les still with the kni“e in his head, I feel 
kind of bad for what I had done. 

I return to the feild, which is now covered with people, 
and talk to Margaret Diekman about the prostitutes at the 
party as we walk around. Meanwhile the field has turned 
into a roller-scating rink. I leave... 

...and I'm back at the party. One of the girls bends 
over( revealing the fact that she has nothing on under her 
short dress) andppicks up a box, which id a present for 
one of the other girls. She gives it to her. Lt as a 
pink dress, which she says she bought for the girl. But 
the girl who recieved it finds a pin on it that says it 
was from her grandfather. So the other girl was lying. 

Another girl is sitting on 4 stool, nude, holding a 
cardboard box between her legs. A man has just cut a 
hole in the box, and is about to-- 

"Stephen, telephone!" cried Scott, "Wake up!" 


Oh, damneses 


Se ool 


MAY. 16 #3 


This is a segment of a longer dream. 

I am somewhere, up to my waist in water. (it's a little 
vazue)There is a large pile of junk in the water. 

I'm here because I wanted something. 

I see a large fish tank about 6 ft, by 2 ft. Lying 
near in the junk and mud are a couple of wood cabinet 
speakers, which are somehow connected to the tank for 
some pourpouse., I seemed to know why then, but not now. 

I decide that I need it, and while I'm examining it, 

a guy apears, as if he was always there. He says 1 can 
look, but mustn't take anything because ft s-allenis. 

I pick up a small mechanism. He deesn't seem to notice, 
so I decide to steal it. I wade around a dark corner, 
that seems to be made of nothing, and then I hezr hin, 

"Oh, I see you have my .' he says. 

I tell him I was just looking at it, and put it back. 

The rest is blank. 


MAY 17 #4 


I can't recall the exact order, but it is something 
like this... 

I am some sort of a pirate captain, having to share 
the same boat with another tough’ pirate-captain. 

--something happens-- and then for some reason I need 
some dishes. Our boat has become a bus. I dive forward, 
over a railing inside the bus, and land in front of a 
group of girls sitting there, who are our passengers. 

I look at them questioningly, but none of them have any 
dishes. Then I look at Lynda Rostien; she says she does 
have some, and asks me if I would like to go with her. 


I say sure. The idea is she wants to go toa camp, (vague) 


a very special one. (A nudist camp?) 

Then there's a part I've forgotten and... 

Some-thing is going on (vague). Lisa Thorsen is stand- 
ing near, and I lunge at her feet and start grasping her 
legs higher and higher...ahh, nice... 

She pulls me off, and we laugh, and I put my arm around 
her, and we start talking to some other people. 


MAY 18 #5. 


My friend and I are shooting a movie. We just took a 
scene of cloud sequences, and we need one more. My partner 
gets fad up and goes inside a building. So I'm out look- 
ing for the right cloud formation. 

But the sky seems to be eluding me. Trees and buildings 
block it from my sight; I can't find it. 

As I cross a bridge over a a stream, I think maybe I 
should take a shot of the water instead, but I don't. 

Then I come upon a feild of grass. I take to the air, 
flying across it and over 4 met fence--like a tennis net-- 
to land on the other side. There is a barn near me and a 
farmer apens a door, warning me that a bull is coming out. 
So I lift up the bottom of the fence and crawl under to the 
other side. Now I'm safe... 

Now it is alittle vague. I am beside thecbarn taking 
shots of a spider inside a tube attached to the camera lens. 
The farmer informs me that the picture will be way out 

of focus because I haven't zot a close-up attachment. 

Ags I watch, everything goes out of focus... 


#6 


I've gone over to Peter Wolochow's place with a bunch 
of guys. We are playing records,,and Peter asks me some- 
thing to which I answer,"I use a tape-recorder, not rec- 
ords." 

We go into his living room and sit on the thick carpet. 
Every so often his sisters or mother come in and out. He 
has just got a pet monkey, which is jumping all around the 
room. 

It is very furry, and the fur is starting to come off 
in places. One guy grabbs a handfull and ripps it out. 
Everyone thinkd this is mean, but then the monkey pulls 
some out itself. Then it goes and sits in its box intthe 
GCOLNe? .s sie 

Then I find myself inside the box, wrapped in a blanket; 
as if I am the monkey. I don't question how I got there. 
Some big person is standing outside poking at me.... 

Now its time to leave. We are all dispersing, and my 
mother comes in. She is ansry at me for something, and I 
defend myself fiercly. We start a heated argument in front 
of everyone. I become realy mad, swearing my head off. 

Then I get fed up and walk away from her and... 

..el am walking up the sidewalk along Oak Street, beside 
my school. It is dark and cold, and the groumd is heaped 
withcleaves from overhanging trees. Someone is walking to- 
wards me. Slowly she comes into focus....big Margaret Mok, 
who always follows me around. 

We meet and she is trying to remember my name, and then 
it is blank-- 


MAY 19 #1 


It is pitch dark. 

I'm swimming in a lake. 

Some others are swimming with me. 

We are swimming a long distance. And since it is: so 
dark, we cannot see the shore, so we must swim in an arc 
in order to avoid it. Huwwever it is impossible to tell 
if I am doing it right. 

Suddenly I feel rocks against me. "¥ou did it wrong, 
Bowlsby!" yells Jeff Claman, one of the swimmers. 

wee eventualy we come upom some fleating wooden apar- 
atus equipped with trampolines. As we climb aboard, an- 
other of the swimmers, Bill McEwen, graws me by the toes 
and pulls me around. 

For a while we play around, jumping off high diving 
boards onto the trampolines; then leave to go to camp. 

I teturn to t>e trampolines alone... they are now in 
a department stoge, and the wooden aparatus and diving 
boards are actualy clothing shelves. 1 climb around on the 
shelves and trampolines, till an establishment-type man 
in a suit comes along and tells me I shouldn't climb on 
the clothes. So I don't. I manage to climbbup without 
touching the clethes. 

Then he returns, angry, and starts giving me a lecture 
about not climbing shelves. He insists that 1 repeat ev- 
erything he says. 

" .. and furthermore, such action defaces the property 
of this store, making it apear as if we run a shabby stare" 
"and furthermore, such action defaced the property of 
this stere, making it apear as if you run a shabby store." 
"Customers won't buy clothing disturbed by young de- 

linquents like you." 

"Customers won't--" I'm getting sick of him, so I de- 
part with a polite,"Fuck yout",and run. 

Hesstands there for a while; then I look back to see 
that he is chasing me, and catching up. The chase proceeds 
through a forest. But running is tooslow, sol fly by 
pushing the air with my arms. Now I am going faster, but 
he is still keeping up with me. 

I come apon a shop-lined street where I meet a zirl who 
I know. She is supposed to be buying salmon at the store, 
but can't for some reason. So TI sufest that she buy a 
can of corks instead, and chanze the labet to salmon ,using 
the stensil she just happens to have with her. She does 
so, and we head off for her house. 

Now there is another guy with us, and all three of us 
are running together. Finaly, we reach her house, climb 
the steps, and ring the doorbell. No-one answers, but we 
know someone is home. 

I am feeliny rather paranoid, because the guy is still 
after us. After several rings I start kiking the door des- 
perately. oe 


>t" 


Still no-one answers. 

We bang some more. 

Then we see them through the door-window. They stand 
and watch us as we bang the door. Then finaly they let us 
in; an old lady and a young house-keeper. 

"Why didn't you let us in before?" I demand. 


"Because Mr. , the man who is chasing you,.was talk- 
ing to us on the phone." she answers. 
"Oh 2 " 


Hurriedly, we make plans for a defence against him. 

The old lady is making a casserole, and also a giant 
replica of it in paper mache. It is for people to hide 
ins 

We give them the corks instead of the salmon thay want- 
ed and apologize for it.... 

Then there's something else about chickens, but I have 
forgotten it,... 

END 


MAY 20 #8 


I can remember having two lonz dreams, but I can only 
recall parts of each. 


weeein class, the teacher is telling me not to bite my 
pen. But I can't help myself. She is persistant in pre- 
venting me, and I get despirate; I even start pleading 
with her to let me.... 


#4 


..eeit is'grub-day' at school, and I have decided to wear 
my Dad's old army captain uniform, which I must sneak out. 
( this I actually did the next day in reality) 

I'm outside, putting it on, while looking in a mirror 
through the bathroom window. Then I hear movement, and tense. 

Then its all vague-- Mom is searching for me, and I e- 
lude her for a while. When she finds me, she angrily re- 
minis me to take out the garbage-- not noticing that I am 
wearing the uniform. 

So I leave.... 


MAY 23 #10 


I am eating with my family in an elegant hotel, at an 
elegant table. I finish and leave, taking my napkin with 
me. 

Upstairs, I come to our room, and open the door using 
the corner of the napkin as a key. Inside our luxurious 
room, I find Craig sitting on the floor observing a lot 
of strange bugs crawling all over the place.... 


fal) 


I'm in a submarine. It is completely submerged except 
for the hatch, which is about 5 ft. across and anly a few 
inches aboveewater level. 

We have a morter set up in the hatch, and are shelling 
someone waith it. It is very loud. Sandra Watson is in 
the hrtchway with me. 

Now the submarime is flying; we are hundreds of yards 
above the water. The enemy is shooting at us, and we are 
hit. Someone yells to jump out. So I do. 

I'm falling 

down! 
down! 
down! 
faster and faster! 
Incredibly realistic! 

The water charges up at me and I hit-- 

I sink deep in the ocean mirk, then slowly return to the 
surface.... 

to find myself in a small lake... 

Wreckages of planes and boats ara scattered around. Kids 
are climbing out of the water with me, arms outstretched 
like zombies, to be rescued by adults. All of us had been 
hit by the Bnemy... 

-transition... 

Back in school I am telling evebyone my idea that 
the Enemy may have secretly done something to us, like hyp- 
notizing or injecting us, which would make us betray our 
side. And that was why we all acted so strangely when we 
were rescued... 

-trensition... 

Some eather kids and I are goofing around at the 
side of the road. Acear aproaches and someone yells that 
it is the Enemy. At this we all scatter. 

I run between two houses and around to the front of one 
house, behind some bushes. Others are getting caught. 
Then 1 man opens the door of the house. 

"Hey, how come you are hiding in my yard?" 

"The Enemy is after me." I reply. 

"Oh, well then come inside... quickly!" 

I do so, and stay in his house for a few hours. Eis 
wife gives me a banana, and I am about to eat a hot-dog, 


when I see out the window a strange, but familiar 
aproaching spectical. It is my brother Craig and my 
Grandmother riding in a half-antique-car-half-ice-cream- 
truck. Craig is perched in the back with his canary 
cage, and Grandmother is in the front driving. 

They stop outside, and I step aut and tell them they 
should be carefull because the Bnemy id out there. 

Now there are some people gathered out by the street. 

Craig points to one cuy,"That guy is me‘? he says. 
He is convinced that the other suy is him, and he is 
nervous about this fact. Actualy the guy doesn't even 
look like him. 

So I tell him: "Craig, that cuy is not you." 

He is assured by this, and they depart.... 


~some dream, eh?. 


MAY 24 #02 


I am on stage in the school auditorium, in front of thee 
entire school, about to give a science lecture on ‘The 


Origin of the Universe'. Jeff Claman is with me. 
My notes are 211 ready and organized, I'm about to read 
and-- 


my notes are gone} 
Frantically, Jeff and I search the entire auditoriun... 
Hours later, the audience is still waiting, and we are 
still searching. During the search we tear down one wall 
and find a small cave behind it with metal rods sticking 
out of the ground. 
But we just can't find the notes, and the audience 


finaly leaves. 


MAY 26 #13 


We are all shoved into a cell where we wait; taken 
out one by one by a guard to be interrogated. 

I'm in a consentration camp azain! 

... I*m the last one left, and finaly my turn cemes. 
A guard takes me to a large room, much like the recroom 
of our house, and leaves me there alone. 

I see a wag to escape but... 

first I must change my clothes. 
I start undressing, and then the interrigator comes in-- 
a woman! 

She starts talkinz, and asks me if I like the new 
decorations of the interrogation room. Then there's 4 
blank section... 

Somehow I have escaped, but I return to the consen- 
tration camp-- which looks like our house---to rescue 
my brother @raig. I do, and we ride away on my bike. 

I'm riding around and somehow manaze to find myself 
way up on top of the many intertwining rails of a mono- 
rail. People gather around me, asking questions. Peter 
Wolochow and Lisa Thoren are with me; they had been in 
the consentration camp also. We try and tell people, 
but they don't bélieve there could be a consentration 
camp in Vancouver. 


MAY 2¢ «AIM. 


I'm with my cousin Kevin, in his bathroom. He is shav- 
ine. There is a fish lyinz on the counter. I accidently 
tear is trying to pick it up. Kevin's father, Uncle Keith, 
is outside, and he tells us to put the fish on a hook out- 
side the door. But we don't want him to see that I have 
damaged it, so we put it on another hook. 

---Oh, I forgat a part that comes before: 

I've just lef my house on my bike, riding to Kevin's 
house in West Van. And I pass Lisa Thorsen and Margaret 
Diekman. Lisa is acting very seductive towards me--- 

Kevin and I go downstairs and associate with some visi- 
tors there; Lisa being one. Somehow my pants are gone, 
and Lisa draws a curtain, isolating us from the others. 

Now I'm an the floor, on my back, and Lisa is sitting 
on me. She wants to go to it. I start to kiss her... 

I am kissing a newspaper! And Lisa has dissapeared. 

David Milham explains why she left (can't recall), and 
I put my pants on. It is night, and I must ride home 
again. Kevin comes with me, and a few other guys too; all 
wearing police-type hats.... 


MAY 29 #IS 


4 friend and I are tearing dowm a gravel road on motor- 
cycles. We are heading for a meating of some sort. 

The other guy is a movie actor. He is the guy who 
used to play 'The Hulk' on T.V. ( though in reality there 
was never any show about the 'Hulk'). Now he has turned 
hippie; long hair streaming behind him... 

We go down a driveway and park. There is a party go- 
ing on. At a table outside covered by an umbrella, sita 
my Dad. We go over and I introduce my friend to him. He 
turns his back on us, refusing to speak to the guy. 

(This is similar to his behavior whenever I bring a 
longhaired friend over to our house) 

Back still turned, he says to me,"Oh yes, I remember 
the guy who used to play the Hulk." As if he doesn't 
exist anymore. 


JUNE 4 #i%e 


This one is rather vague. 

I'm in school, and everywhere I go I keep running into 
this mysterios blond cuy wearing white glaves. At one 
point I see him remove his gleves; which is an obvious 
clue,to me, that he has just committed a murder. 

I go to the basement and find him again taking off his 
gloves. He seems to be very efficient; proffessbonal... 

Then later I see him in a phone booth in the middle of 
the hall. But he dissapears, ind I sit on the floor in 
front of the booth. 

Someone else, a girl(?), is sitting beside me. I take 
out myyunfinished En¢lish esaay and start hurriedly to 
work, because tt is due next period-- at this point I be- 
come aware thet this is a dream, and that I have already 
finished the essay in reality...then I sink back into the 
dream. 

Some young boys in purple Vernon Preparatory School un- 
iforma march down the hall. I point to them, telling the 
sirl beside me who they are. Then one, a little 5-year-old, 
waddels: iAto:the open doorway of+the principal's office. 

A few seconds later he comes scurrying out as fast as 
he can. This seems extremely funny, and everyone breaks 
out laughjng : 

auchingching.... 


i Saat 


#lT 


I'm uo to my waist in the water at the rocky beach near 
my cousin's house in West Vancouver. I have something in 
my hands with which I am tempting some nearby elephants, 
intending to lure them into the water. 

But for some Feason they are afraid to enter. They are 
alerzic to the water(?). They all crowd areund the shore 
watching me.... 


Q -"Kow what kind of a nut woukd dream some- 
thing like that?" 
A -"Sorry, I can't help myself." 


JUNE 10 #18 


I am all alone on a sunny afternoon inoour back yard, 

shooting flies with my brother's moose-rifle-- 
oh, yeah? 

Anyway, I zet tired of shooting flies, so I try for 
larzer game...birds. 

Then I hear the car: my parents are returning home 
and I'm not supposed to be using Craics rifle. So ci 
go into the lane behind the garage. There I start to un- 
load the rifle, and as I do sol notice that the bullets 
are turning into marshmellows. I make a nice neat pile 
of them. 

When I turn around I find Soopy Sales sitting in our 
garage with a big vat of pink and white marshmellow. He 
is playing with globs of it; smearing it all over the 
floor of the garage. In the corner he has built a sort 
of snow-fort out of the marshmellow. 

"What are you doing?" I inquire. ; 

"Oh I'm doing this for my son." he informs me,"We are 
visiting the Archeks ( our neighbours) ." 

KL gees” 


JUNE 13 #I4 


I am at a very fancy banquet; at a long elaborate table. 
Lori Woodeutt is sitting beside me. I don't remember any 
of the other people. 

While we're eating I put my haridcon her’teg. Then 1 slip 
it up under her skirt. 

She doesn't react. 

I move in further. 

Right in her cratch...Soft...Smooth...Warm...Skin and 
lace...Thighs, hips, cunt, shaped so beautiful...Paradice! 
(so real, this dream!) 

Then she leans over and kisses the guy on her other side, 
then turns back and I kiss her. 

The other people don't seem to pay any attention. As 
a matter of fact I've completely forgotten about them... 

Now she's pulling my face down into her breast...and... 
everything...fadesS.. -AWAYe cece 


JUNE 20 #20 


I'm in school at thelplace where my locker should ,be, 
but isn't. I can't find it anywhere. Alsd I note that 
I am not wearing my shoes. 

Some girls in topless dresses dress come along and 
ask me why I can't find my locker. They are all holding 
thier breasts. Emmmmmm! 

I open a nearby locker, but find it is the president's 
locker. Tren I see a guy with my shoes (suede), ripping 
them up! 

After a bit of heated discussion I learn that he was 
wrecking my shoes because he thinks that I was doing some- 
thing bad to the president's locker. I convince him that 
I wasn't. 

I am very mad that he has destroyed my shoes, but I 
controle my temper and explain to him that he now owes me 
a pair of shoes. Fe agrees to pay for them; but then he 
brings me a pair of leather ones instead. I put them on 
and find that they are extremly heavy--like they were 
made of concrete or something. 

I tell him I don't want them; maybe I can get my wreck- 
ed ones fixed. So we go outside (in search of a shoemaker? ) 
and then it's all very- 


--vague-- 


I'm following him-- 

--or something-- 

and there's mud, or water, or grass-~ 

--or something-- 

we are on logs wearing white cloaks-- 
22--or something! ?? 

It is extremely hazy; just at the edge of my concious, 

and boy! did I just waste space! 


end 


JUNE 23 #al 


I'm getting out of the bus which has just arrived at the 
new private school I am to board at. 

I take my luggage to 2 two-man dorm along with a red hair- 
ed guy whom I am to share it with. Then it's time for P.E. 

We have a big mean instructor. He has arranged us into 
a boy's and girl's team to play floor hockey. 

Boys and girls... Girls! There's girls at this private 
school! Well, well, well... 

We staré playing. At one time we get into a big scuf- 
fle for the puck, and I end up doing a summersault to 
land in Lynda Rostien's lap, who is sitting on a bench. 

I ly on her, pretending to be unconscieous. Then I get 
up and start playing again. But something is very unfair’ 
When ever the girls have a goal scored against them, the 
goalie presses a switch and the goal changes its shape. 
Consiquently, the score Joesn't count. The boys, however, 
have not got this kind of goal. I protest to the instruc- 
tor, and he tells me to shut-up. 

The game is over, and I see Barb Rolston and Francine 
Sklofsky sitting nearby. I go over and talk to them. Then 
Francine says, 

"Oh when will vou stop putting me back?" (or something 
equally meaningless. 

This comment, for some reason, is very upsetting to 


me, and I promptly stand on my head to show my sadness. 

Then I wander outside, feéling very crummy, and rebel- 
leous towards this boarding school. 

And now it is very wague.... 

-something is being organized outside. 

-Steve Scott is there with me. 

-I'm discussing 2 revolt conspiracy with him. 

-I find a table outside where a lady teacher is eating 

lunch upon... 

I talk to her and then, in slow motion, I push all the 
plates and food offtthe’ tabte onto her lap, quite fiercly 
and with 

satisfaction..... 


JUNE 74 #2% 


I observe myself talking to my wife. We are just about 
to enter a port-hole in the floor which leads to a castle 
or mansion . We are on a secrt mission. I grimly inform 
her,"Once we get in there, I treat you just like you were 
another man.ee 

-transition... 

I and some others are hiding in the mansion's court- 
yard, about to infiltrate it. One guy steps out into the 
ppen to shoot something, but I stop him 'caus it is essen- 
tial that he doesn't shoot... The mansiontseems empty-- 

There are two ideas here involving ghosts: 

a) We are after the ghosts, trying to catch them, or 

b) We are the ghosts, after the people... 

-transition... 

I am in the mansion, hiding behind the door. 

There are many people around having a party. 

I am a ghost; and, of course invisible, but... some 
people have an ability to sense my presence, hence the 
concealment behind the door. 4nd also, anyone can feel 
me if they make contact. My only ability is invisibility. 

Bev Wiessman and Debbie Slavin come by and look behind 
the door. Debbie happens to be one of those people who 


Le 


can sence my presence. 

She immediatly starts shouting to everyone that I am 

here. I get mad, leap out, and 
ATTACK! 

I grab Debbie and maneuver my hand up her skirt. I of 
course have the advantage, being invisible, and she strug- 
gles in vain. 

Bev joins in, fighting me. Everyone else just stands 
around and watchs. 

They are both struggling against me. And I am making 
the best of the situation. 

Holding them both, I cet my hand down Bev's panties, 
rivping off Debbie's blouse, feeling intensly... 

Wonderful... 

I'm fondling Debbie's naked breasts, Bev's legs and 
cunt, all over them, holding their luscious bodies...oh, 
so soft and magnificent! 

Everything happens in graceful slowsmotion. Then Bev's 
face is upturned and I come down to kiss her lovély mouth. 
There is a bit more struggle, and then I walk away down 
the hall, very satisfied.... 


JUNE 26 #23 


T just visited Ssler School, my old elementary school, 
and fiow I take huge flying leaps,across the open field, 
covering about 19 acres in 3 leaps! Ait the end I doa 
mid-air summersault and land. 

Then I find Mr, Buckly, a master from Shawnigan Lake, 
and he gives me two spherical bags of air, instructing 
me on thier use: 

You put them under your armpits, and can hever about 
five feet from the ground. By squeezing them you can in- 
crease your altitude. 

I fly around with them for a while, then return. He 
gives me some bigger bags that can go much hishér. I take 
off-- soaring over trees and hills-- it is realy fun. 

Then I return again and meet Guy Lidster, a kid from 
Shawnigan. I show him the bags...We are in a gigantic 
box containing flying equipment. I find him a bag and 
inflate it, but it goes too big and doesn't work. 


#a4 


I am in a cluttered room beside a desk littered with 
papers. t is Mr. Bastaugh's room (another master, from 


12. 


Vernon Prep, School) 

Then one of his pets comes in; a sort of an elephant-dog. 

An elephant-dog? Well, it was like a Saint Bernard with 
a trunk. Anyway, it comes in and accidenly breathes fire 
6ut of its trunk, burning some of the papers on the desk. 

Well, those are the consiquences of having pets like 
that. 

Mr. Eastaugh comes in with a friend. He is looking for 
some papers with an important equation worked out on them. 
He can't find them. Then I remember that the elephant-dog 
burned some of them, and I tell him. 

Then I find a sheet of paper with figuring on it. The 
figuring, quite complex, is as follows: 

555 
5555 

Well, this is part of the equation, but we can't find 
the part that contains the solution, and he can't figure 
it out with just this equation. 

All his work is ruined because of his stupid pet! 


#25 


This is vague. There are a lot of people doing some- 
thing. Jeff Claman tries to trip a bus.(!) He lies dow 
against the tires and pushes. The bus toples over onto 
him. He pulls himself: out, gets up holding his crotch, 
and yells to everyone that he went to all this trouble 
and got no gratitude. 


JUNE 27 #26 


Oh, dear, the sun has turned off! 

Just blinked off. Gone. And here I am, sitting on 
a bench outside with my cousin Kevin, watching the Earth 
freeze. Of course, we hive on heavy jackets. 

(I don't think to wonder why there is still light if 
the sum no longer exists ) 

It is feeling a little chilly now, and we can sée frost 
and ice forming. (Note-- there was a breaze from my window 
during this dream) 

Now our bench is sliding down a hill as we sit on it. 

I have my napsack with me and it is being pushed by the 
bench, so I put it on the seat beside me... 

-transition... 

I am at school because we are supposed to come 
even though the Earth is freezing. Most kids didn't 
come, but a few are here sitting in class. I follow 
some men into a room with some kidsiin it. The men 
are investigating a robbery which took place here, trying 
to find out how it was done. 


I walk around the room with the thought that I could 
steal something too. Then I go down the hall to my private 
room, and sit on the bed. From my window I can look 
down on the courtyard. There is a negro there with a huge 
headfull of fuzzy hair, trying to put his arm around a 
roa ip oo 

I look out my door, down the hall. The men are still 
searching around. One of the searchers comes up the 
hall. A girl opens her door as he passes and he 

(2?) steps on her hand(?)... 

Anyway, then she begins complaining that her hand is 
ugly. A young man comes along and talks to her about 
settins engaged. 

Rick Ambrose comes into wy room and says," Shouldn't 
you be in class?" 

"Naw... it doesn't matter." 

The whole idea of the Earth freezing is gone. 

Now I am going home with Rick. He has a bike, and I 
am walking. Then something goes strange and I get his 
bike. He leaves, so I continue home on his bikée 

On the way Z pass Sandra Green's house, and see her 
necking with someone in the front yard. Then I arrive 
at our house, which is different that our one in reality. 

As we enter, "Get a haircut you filthy hippy!" yells 
my stepfather... 


#2U 


I am in a submarine. Or is it a space ship? Anyway, 
it realy doesnt matter. 

It is made of concrete. : 

I am alone in the controle room. There has been a lot 
of hardship during the monthe we've been aboard, and there 
is no food left. 

In a hatchway above me, I see movement; whip out my gun, 
and shoot at it. It drops to the floor... 

I find that I have just killed a giant, spherical, blue 
spider. It is about 2 feet across including the legs. I 
put it in a pail on the floor. 

Some of my fellow passengers come in. 

"Hey, what are you doing with that toast in that pail?" 

"Yeah, how didja get the toast?" 

Toast? 

Finaly they realizé that it is just a giant-blue-spider. 

"Where are its legs?" someone asks 

Sure enough, the legs have dissapeared; and meanwhile 
the pail has transformed into a hatchiin the floor, leading 
down tbh the cement basement. 

"We better investigate to see if there are any more spi- 
ders down there." a guy suggests. 

"Okay," I say, putting on my deep-sea diving suit. I 


Vt. 


descend and look around. 
After I find it safe, I call the others and they come down. 
It's very vague now... 
There are people all around, and I see more spiders. 
Then Lynda Rostien is there giving some huge crackers to 
a guy. 
end 


#29 


I'm at the back of an audience at school in the auditor- 
ium. I'm trying to talk to Laura Dunner, but she leaves... 
-transition... 

Still in the audience, I am sitting against a con- 
crete pillar. A ravishing girl in a red dress sits dow 
beside me and says that she was sitting against the post 
before, and she wants her place back, but-- I won't move. 

s So she leans against me, her back against my chest. 
Then she leans over and slides her hand onto my leg. her 
arm is stretched out across my leg. I put my arm over her 
and across her breasts. She resists slightly, then I woke 
UPeee 


JUN= 28 #24 


I had written a poem, and am supposed to recite it 
at a circus. (At a circus?) 

Here I am tn a 'back stage' tent with Chris Hook, and 
a girl in a green: dress. I am to go on in a few minutes, 
but I have forgotten the words of the poem! 

All of a sudden. One minute I knew it, the next..mintte 
I didn't. So now I can't go on. 

"Oh, its alright," says Chris, "You have three perform- 
ances altogether, and you will be able to do the last two." 
The girl is talking about all the bayfriends she has 
had. Chris tells her that I have had a lot of girl-friends. 
The girl has been doing something with her dress. Now 
she has taken it off and is standing there in her under- 

wear. ‘She is practicing for her act. 
Then, while I watch, she slipps off her panties and... 
I wake up. Damn! 


1%. 


JUNE 29 #30 


I'm in the gymnasium amidst a lot af people milling 
arourd. Mr, Klassen is showing me how he can drink 
fresca really fast. 

I look out the door and see a huge cement structure. 
It is as large aS.a building, and seems to be some sort 
of monument. There are kids climbing all over it. One 
of them I recognize as David Milham. 

A monsterous hand suddenly protrudes from an opening 
in the monument, and grabs at the kids, who flee in terror. 
The hand is then followed by the rest of the body: a ten- 
storyetall David Milham! 

Quickly, we shut the gym door. Inside, Jeff Claman 
and Larry Nemetz and Chris Hook and others are sitting 
around, passing out candy. 

Mr. Klassen is still giving demonstrations of his 
drinking ability, and a girl, her legs apart, is rubbing 
her crotch against the side of a bus...(?) 


#31 

I am supposed to cut the grass, but Scott has taken: 
the lawm-mower. I yell at him, and he returns it. 1 
resume cutting, and these guys come along and start 
throwing chestnuts at me. I theow back, hitting them 
most of the time,-and they keep missing me... 


JUNE 30 #32 


I'm outside, following Jenny and a guy across people's 
lawns. The guy Reaves, and I keep following her, doing 
summersaults in the thick moss. 

A car with strange people in it comes by. I can't 
recall why I think them strange, but they were... 

now there's a gap in my memory 

weel'm in the car with them, at school, and I jump 
out as it's moving. I go to the gym and talk to some 
guys abouhtsomething. Then I try to find the locker-room 
but it is no longer there. They have built another one. 

I find it and enter. Now it is vaguece. 

Pat Kuzik is there. She gives me some stuff to wash my 
my mouth out(?). And it tastes Terrible! 

I throw-up all over the table... 

Then there is some other stuff to drink or something and 
I can't remember any moreee. 


it. 


JUL 2 $ 


I belong to a group of artists, all dressed in black; 
our identity continuously shifting. Someone had asked 
us to do a courtyard for them(?)... 

~transition... 

I am in class, feeling Jininds legs. Then I 
carry Joanne Graydon in my arms, all a mass of tangled 
legs, my hand in her crotch. I go outside with her. 

Her sister and many other kids are there. Some one says: 

"Better watch thase Indians.” 

(Joanne, I think, is of a nationality something like 
that.) 

There is a boat out on the school grounds. I go indide 
it... all vague now. 

I am talking to Jeff there. Some other guys are there; 
they leave, and I see a hat which I get an impulse to 
steal, but I don't. 


it 

I am at home, dressed to recieve visitors. I get anery 
and stomp outside. I sit on the fence over the garbage 
cans in the lane. 
= A carrarrives and parks in our garage. The occupants, 
my relatives, come out and talk to me. I've never seen 
them before. There are two little kids, thier parents, 
a beautiful cirl, a guy who looks exactly like me(4), and 
Lisa Thorsen... She is my relative? 


JULY # 


Part of a longer dream: 

Dad, Craig, and I arrive in a car at an old abandoned 
building. We go inside, and they both proceed to urinate 
all over the floor. A crowd of people apear at the win- 
dow... then somehow they are all inside, sitting in.tiers 
of bleechers. 

Dad and Craig leave, but I stay. Mark and Laurel Hog 
are sitting near the top. I climb up over people and put 
my arm around Laurel. 

eeepart of my recall is missing... 

Ell the people are leaving in the back of a large truck, 
and I'm hiding in the bushes watching,'cause I can't go with 
them. The truck goes out of sight. 

«seanother part missing... 

It is midnight. I am standing in the middle of the road 
trying to décide whether I should join the party at Mark's 
house (which is where everyone went). Though I'm not 
supposed to, I decide to do go anyway-- but first I remem- 
ber that I need to bring some firewood. I find some, and 
am carrying it, along with some sort of equipment, cutting 


sept. 6 #43 


This is slightly vague. 

I'm in the midst of a gloomy labyrinth of caves; very 
spooky. There is a young kid with me, who has been living 
here as a member of a primative cave-tribe. He is guiding 
me out. At one point, we come upon a green human skull, 
perched on a large out-cropping of rock. The boy becomes 
very mournful when he sees it, for he recoghizes it as 
being his dead friend. He buries it in reverence, and 
we continue onward, only to find another skull. He is 
filled with strong emotions, and buries it also. Then I 
see aithird one, but decide not to tell him. I am begin- 
ning to feel very scared about something. 

Finally, we emerge from the caves to find ourselves in 
the darkness behind tall stage curtains. I hear people 
on the other side, and I go around the curtains to where 
they are. It is a lerge fancy hall where a group of girls 
I know to be prostitutes, and some other people, are so- 
cializing. I don't know them personally, but they are glad 
to see me. 


SEPT. 22 #14 


I'm with Tal in his VYolkswazon. We just stopped out- 
side a hospital{?) to pick something up. We go inside, 
and I look around. Tal hands me appamphlet. I'm walking 
around a carpetted office, and I notice that there are 4 
lot of gifls here. I discover why when I read the pamph- 
let...this is a clinic for V.D. 

A slut-type girl says hello to me. Then Tal and.1 leave. 


#105 


I'm up in my room listening to a record that Mom is let- 
ting me play on the steréo. Debbie Neeld and some guy are 
out-side, and I invite them in. 

They come into my room and listen to the record, which 
is a Beatles 1920-type song. I tell them I have no records 
‘cause I tape everything. There is a power knob by my? 
desk for controlling the sound. I turn it, and it shorts 
with a loud explosion. With a St 6b bed td / 4x struggle I man- 
aged to correct it- 

but oh no! If Mom heard the noise, she 


will never trust me with the stereo again! 

Ahh...she has the vacume-cleaner on, so she couldn't 
have heard. 

Debbie has brought with her two gopher-like dogs. 
They are on my desk. Iv>pick one up and put it under the 
covers of my bed, whereupon it emitted a high pitched 
scream, then stopped. 

"It always acts like that." she said. 


#6 

I am running through a dense forest,over and amongst 
dead logs and brush... 

There are Negros all around me...I, myself am a Negro. 

4s I run, they talk to me. Some are asking if I'm rich. 

It's very difficult to run so fast over all these logs 
and stuff. 


SEPT.23 #47 


I-am in school, at lunch hour, and I deside that I shall 
fly through the halls... 

So I do so, taking 2 pillow with me. It appears as if 
I am fiying on the pillow. Down the hall 1 float; every- 
one laughing as I pass. 

Then some wise-guy tries to pull me off. I summersault 
off the pillow onto the floor, up against the lockers. It 
appears I have landed on someone. The someone is John Grier- 
son, and he's hurt. 

4 large crowd gathers around him, blocking him from my 
view. I push theough to the center of the crowd, and find 
that John is not there! 

..ethe crowd disperses, and I make my way to the kitchen. 
I p&ek around the corner, and the cook sees me, thinking 
I'm adog. I go out, then come back in flying with my 
pillow. She is on the phone, and tells the person on the 
other end,"Hey, there's a flying dog in here." 

She doesn't want me to leave, so she says I can eat 
some of the bread on the table across the room, I go over 
and eat a bit of a large loaf of French-bread, but I don't 


feel like staying here. 

Mr Barker and another man pass through the kitchen and 
exit by a door near me. I slip out with them. 

Now 1 feel an urgency to get away fast, so take to the 
air...over hills and streets like creased lightning. 

Then I come upon a lonz boulevard lined with huge ob- 
scuring trees, right in my line of flight-which is about 
thirty feet from ground level. So, I just fly straight 
through the branches. 

After plumetting through the miles of trees for a while 
at top speed, I spy below me two people, a boy and girl 
my aze. They are also fleeing from something and I decide 
to join them. However, since they cannot fly, I join them 
on foot. 

We run for a while till we come to acdeep and narrow 
canyon about six feet across. There is a wire fence around 
it, and a hill of boulders on the other side. We slip un- 
der the fence, jump the canyon, ind climb the boulders. 

As we sit on the top, an old lady comes along at the 
other side of the fence. Is she a pursuer? She looks for 
something, then leaves. 

Then along comes 2 girl. Is she azpursuer? She search- 
es around, then yells that she's gonna get us. But she 
doesh't see us, and soon leaves, saying that now she 
doesn't want to get us... 

Now a man and a few followers come along. 

Is HE 2 pursuer? 

YES! 

He and his fellows come up and sit opposite us. There 
seems to be some sort of stalemate between them and us. 

"Us" now includes about a half-dozen kids who are up 
here with my original companions and I, also. I seem to 
be the leader. 

The man is quite sure of himself. He says,"Just wait 
till you get where you're going." 

On the other side of us, stretches a long, steep,nmossy 
incline, covered with gnarled trees. I yell to my group 
to run down the hill. We do so. The steepness makes it 
difficult to controle speed and co-ordination. Then sud- 
denly I see somethine that I try and avoid, but I'm go- 
ing too fast... 

Head first into a huge,,rectangular pool of water! 

It's 4444 some kind of breeding tank, with bits of 
food floating in it. 

Then I realize: 4 HUMAN BREEDING FARM! 

Acouple of guys and I struggle out of the tank, and 
run up another hill to the left towards a gate where an 
Indian yells at us. At the sate, by a barn, two mechanic- 
ail cowboys face us. 

I take out a plastic gun and shoot: they fall dead. 

some dream!.... 


oct. 2 46% 


In the changeing room at the school gym, I find Mike 

Tate smashing my locker to shreds... 
-. what? 
don't ask me, I just dreamt it. 

Anyway, I go into the shower-room and find all the guys 

crowded around something very interesting. 
«..very interesting, indead! 

A large group of nude girls are showering there. 

They are behind a partition, and-I find myself observ- 
ing from a hight. The girls shower nonchalantky, as if 
unawares of the crowd of boys. 

Bev Wiessman is one. They are all flat-chested, and the 
partition conceals them from the hips dow. Then one girl 
moves back far enough to see the dark patch of her cunt. 

Ah, yes...V=RY interesting- 

But- it's out of focus. Gotta get my glasses. 

So I go to my room, which is somehow at school, and get 
them. But when I return, there's no-one around the cur- 
tain anymore. 

I go behind the curtain and find that there is: now'a 
huge pool there, with the boys all around the outside. In 
the middle is a rubber raft covered with bikini-clad girls. 

I jump in the water. So does one 6f the girls. 

Underwater she goes uncontious. I grab her and go to 
the surface. While I'm standing, holding her by the crotch, 
someone outside the pool is trying to tell me something. 


OCT. 3 ‘#64 


Fairley Murray has just offered me a proposition: She 

wants me to film>her’in her own nude moviel! 
-.ewell, suret! 

-..okay, it's all set up. Ready to shoot. 

I'm at the camera, and Fairley,along with Roger Hurston 
who is helping, is perched on a platform behind a complex 
arrangement of bars and railings, partially concealing her. 
She is completely nude, and facing away from the camera. 
She slowly moves up, exposing her back to the camera. I'm 
directing her as to how far up she should go. She goes up 
to just past her ass, then I tell her she might as well 
turn around. 

So she turns around and steps to the side...somehow she's 
got panties on! Two seconds ago she didn't. 

Nuts! 

eeel'm talking to her later, and she suggests we do it 
over. I agree. So... 

Here we are all ready again. Fairly is sitting an some 
stairs in the middle of a room with a lot of people around. 
She is trying variuos positions in whitch to pose, and is 


